He snatched up his spade with a yell of dismay and made a
dash for the garden gate. But the black girl had taken the precau-
tion to lock it; and before he could climb it they overtook him
and held him fast.
"Is it me marry a black heathen niggerwoman?" he cried
piteously, forgetting all his lately acquired refinements of speech.
"Lemme go, will yous. I dont want to marry annywan."
But the black girl held him in a grip of iron (softly padded,
however); and the old gendeman pointed out to him that if he
ran away he would only fall into the clutches of some strange
woman who cared nothing about searching for God, and who
would have a pale ashy skin instead of the shining black satin he
was accustomed to. At last, after half an hour or so of argument
and coaxing, and a glass of the old gendeman's best burgundy to
encourage him, he said "Well, I dont mind if I do."
So they were married; and the black girl managed the Irish-
man and the children (who were charmingly coffee-colored)
very capably, and even came to be quite fond of them. Between
them and the garden and mending her husband's clothes (which
she could not persuade him to leave off wearing) she was kept
so busy that her search for God was crowded out of her head
most of the time; but there were moments, especially when she
was drying her favorite piccaninny, who was very docile and quiet,
after Ids bath, in which her mind went back to her search; only
now she saw how funny it was that an unsettled girl should start
off to pay God a visit, thinking herself the centre of the universe,
and taught by the missionary to regard God as somebody who
had nothing better to do than to watch everything she did
and worry himself about her salvation. She even tickled the
piccaninny and asked him "Suppose I had found God at home
what should I have done when he hinted that I was staying too
long and that he had other things to attend to?** It was a question
which the piccaninny was quite unable to answer: he only
chuckled hysterically and tried to grab her wrists. It was only
when the piccaninnies grew up and became independent of her,
and the Irishman had become an unconscious habit of hers,